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ODE TO THE MORNING STAR 


11] 


Hail! hail! keen herald of the morn, 
And bring us sunny cheer; 

The dusky locks of night are shorn, 
You must soon disappear. 

As the faint sky more living glows, 

Where will you go? To what repose? 


- Hail! hail! glad prophet of the day, 


Come bring us vernal mirth, 
And all the flowers of jocund May 
And ecstasies of earth! 
Then slumber on the pale lagoon; 
Pray do not leave us yet so soon. 


For when her first vermilion flush 
The waking sky must wear, 

You twinkle first and then you rush 
To depths of ether and air, 

Till we faintly see your pallid beam 


Through watery blue, a shadowed gleam. 


Pregl 
ae 


When the air is fresh each morn 


I’ve seen your mirrored face 
In dewdrops hanging from the thorn 

Of a rose of languid grace; 
And you have bathed her heart all night 
With limpid starbeams soft and bright. 


You laugh the iced North Star to scorn, 
For she no work has done; 

You open the laughing eyes of morn, 
Keen, joyous and alone, 

And your mocking scorn is meet and right, 

For, lovely gem, you end the night. 


Then in the violet mist of morn, 
The skylark like a dart, 

With sunny outpouring of song, 
Becomes a happy part 

Of one great chant of living light: 

Day’s joyous victory o’er the night. 


And with the end of night, the dawn 
Smiles golden on the earth, 

And gentle flowers on every lawn 
Reflect the season’s mirth, 

And stars grow dim on heaven’s brow 

And silver rivers seaward flow. 


O joyous star now cloaked in light 
You are man’s harbinger 

Of all most merry fresh and bright; 
You the clear symbol are 

Of life’s ecstatic, warm refrain— 

The triumph of gladness over pain! 


[12 


THE SEA 


13) 


It was a day of mists and vaporous airs, 
As we walked past the rocks, the briny lairs 
Of many crawling creatures of the deep; 
We walked past cliffs fantastical and steep, 
And turning, saw in one blue line ... . the sea! 


About us lay a shimmering expanse 
Of dreaming water, by the sun’s bright glance 
Weaved into dancing shafts of sunny gold, 
And on the rocks the white waves thundering 
rolled, 
Tumbled in uncontrolled immensity ! 


Far out where the faint sea just meets the sky 
With a blue smile and misty kisses, lie 
A few white sails . . . . dream ships from fairy- 
lands, 
Roaming forsaken to strange, nameless strands 
Through magic fogs and boundless harmony! 


A feeling of forgetfulness and calm 
Came on me as I felt the tender balm 
Of waters dozing in warm summer’s rays, 
Lulled by the languid soothing of the haze 
And mists—they slept .... as sleeps Eternity! 


LINES WRITTEN AFTER A DANCE 


How lovely that last waltz was as it sighed 
Its plaintive, throbbing cadence o’er the sea, 
Love-dreaming in the moon-flood like a bride, 
A bride whose shining bosom is for me 

A refuge and a rest from earth’s rude toil. 
How dreamily that last waltz died too soon— 
Ah! now it plays again—hush! do not spoil 
The perfect dream of music, sea and moon! 


[14 


NIGHTFALL BY THE SEA 


The great grey ocean crept upon the beach, 
It crept, it stretched, it grasped as if to reach 
My heart—O it was night !— 
A night of stars, 
Whose dim and distant light 
Told me of things men try in vain to teach. 


The stars, the yearning sea, the heavens bare 
Seemed all transfused, passed through the pores of 
air 
Into my dormant brain, 
And told me Truth 
Loved in His white domain, 
Loved men through all things beautiful and fair. 
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SONGS OF MIRTH 


I leaned into some water clear, 
And saw my face, 
So full of grace, 
With birds and puffed clouds floating ever near. 


I ran into a forest dim and wild 
With step so light 
And song so bright 
I seemed in bygone days: | was a child. 


I danced into a large and lighted room 
And felt my hair _ 
As soft as air 
With perfume of the wild rose and the broom. 


I leapt into a little bed so dear, 
And slept all night, 
My dreams were bright 
Until the sun arose, us all to cheer. 


[16 


LONGING 


A thrush sang at eve from a rose-covered bank, 
To hear him was bliss ... but down my heart sank: 
As he sang from the dew 
Under velvet-dark skies, 
My heart longed for you 
And the peace of your eyes... 
A cup filled with gall and sweet nectar I drank. 
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LiLY OF THE VALLEY 


Faunlike Pan found some seaweed 
And a moonlit dash of spray, 

He stooped and fashioned it deftly, 
And laughed at his happy play. | 
Today there grows in a garden 

A lovely fairy thing, 

To comfort the sick-of-living, 

And make young poets sing. 
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ENCARNACION’S REQUEST 


Underneath the portico, 

Where the fountain splashes, 

And the sun is dancing 

On the moss in patches: 
Springtime lasts forever 
Kissing hill and plain. 


Where the vine is clinging 

Sun-baked to the wall, 

And my dewy flowers 

Breathe their scent on all: 
We have sunny weather— 
Skies without a stain. 


Underneath the portico 
There my blackbird sings 
in his wicker cage .... 
O that I had wings! 
Let us fly together 
And ever there remain! 


19] 


a0 7. Mi: P. 


Why in the surging stream of life did you 
Greet me with steady foot and honest eyes? 
Why did we meet upon the winding road 
That leads unto the West and quiet skies? 

I know not, but God’s goodness gave to me 
Your friendship and the wealth that in it lies — 
The treasures of a soul:—kind modesty, 
Simplicity and honor—sacrifice ! 


[20 


WHAT THE HUMMING-BIRD SAID TO 


FLOWERS 


21] 


On a little island 
In the deep blue sea, 
Where one finds wild cherries 
And songs of sunny glee; 
Where the lofty houses 
Of pink seashells and gold, 
Turreted on mountains 
Guard the chalk cliffs bold; 
Where the waves are singing 
To the cherry tree, 
There’s where I would wander 
With songs of sunny glee. 
There we spend blue mornings 
In the velvet shade 
Of flower-laden branches 
That for us were made. 
And the hours flow onward 
Like a pleasant rhyme, 
This, most merry flowers, 
Is how we spend our time: 
Playing in the thunder 
Of the rough surf’s foam, 
Never, never wandering 
Very far from home; 
Flitting through the cherries 
In noon’s blinding blaze, 
Playing hide-and-go-seek 
Through the evening haze; 
Watching cherries ripen 
Blacker day by day, 
Till they seem like lacquer 
Against the azure bay; 
Sucking the sweet flowers, 
Teasing the prim bee, 
Frollicking and sporting 
On the summer sea. 


THE 


MESSAGE OF THE VIOLET 


Peace, peace! lonely broken heart, 
Though you lovers had to part, 
I upon this shady sward 
Will safely keep him and be near, 
Be your comforter, his guard, 
Think of me and have no fear, 
Gentle Ellen of Samart! 


[22 


LULLABY 


23] 


Sleep, my child, the sun is tow, 
And the silver moon will rise 
Over yonder, bright and slow, 
Sleep, my child, and close your eyes. 


Sleep, my child, and wander far 

Into realms of azure dreams 
Lighted by the evening star, 

Lulled by moon-enchanted streams. 


Sleep, my child, seek out the land 
Where the angels sing and play 

On the foamy sea’s gold strand 
Every night till break of day. 


There the silver apples grow 
Shining on a goodly tree, 

And the seashells, white as snow, 
Roll up from the angel sea. 


Sleep, O sleep, my darling child, 
Guarded by an angel bright, 

Sleep with softest breathing mild, 
Till the orient streams with light. 


FANCY 


In a land of fairies 
Wandered I last night: 
Afternoons were golden, 
Mornings blue and bright. 
Breezes lisped and finches 
Sang with joy untold— 
Finches green and scarlet, 
Amethyst and gold. 

Far below the castle, 

In the moat beneath, 
Swans sailed in a circle 
Like a lily wreath; 

Up among the turrets 
Swallows darted by 
Brightly winged lightning 
In the cool, clear sky. 

Then I wandered gaily 
Into forests dim, 

Sprites danced all about me, 
Elves pert, brown and trim, 
Sat on yellow toadstools 
Singing an old ditty, 
Flirting with the wood nymphs, 
Light and gay and pretty, 
In the dusky evenings 
Lights were shining soon, 
For the sleepy glowworms 
Vassals of the moon, 

Are the fairies’ lanterns 
In the jolly nights, 

And it’s then the fairies 
Make their woodland flights. 
In a land of fairies 
Wandered I last night: 
Afternoons were golden, 
Mornings blue and bright. 


[24 


LINES 


O! I would drift like that white summer cloud 
And float into the clear and glowing west, 
And reaching there might I with thunder loud, 
Sink upon breeze-blown isles and lie at rest. 
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INARTICULATE 


How could it make such havoc with my heart, 
The reverie you played a while ago 

Upon the twilight keys? 
It pierced my soul, transfixed it like a dart, 

As if my blood were lost with sudden flow, 
i fell upon my knees... .... | 
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SONG 


27] 


Eyes that are blue are lovely, 
Hazel eyes, soft and sad, 

Eyes that are black are jolly, 
Eyes lit with love are glad. 


The eyes of my love are lovely, 
So pleading, so soft, so sad, 

Then they twinkle and are most jolly, 
For the light in mine makes them glad. 


AUBADE 


Shines the sun! 
Ripples run 

On the sky-filled brook ; 
Soft the breeze 
Stirs the trees, 

Every leafy nook. 
Shepherds pipe, 
Cherries ripe 

Tingle near and far; 
There up high 
In the sky 

Fades the morning star. 
Mounts the lark! 
Dearest, hark 

To his sunny tune. 
Come with me, 
Live with me— 

Cote) TORR 6 a June! 
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THE COURTS OF VENUS 


29] 


One day I roamed far from the haunts of men 
By some strange restlessness of spirit moved ; 
Through forests dank with age, through darksome 
fen 
And glades impenetrable deep I roved. 


- Most suddenly I came upon a pool: 


Slim youths and girls pale-dreaming lay at rest 
Near to the crystal margin deep and cool, 
They lay with parted lips and happy breast. 


There saw I Venus’ captives thralled by love: 
They kissed close-bound in garlands of warm 
silk; 
Far in the sky’s blue concave sped a dove 
With beak of gold and plumage white as milk. 


No murmur rose in this sequestered place, 
Here dwelt incarnate, youthful loveliness 
Serene and cloudless as a young god’s face . 
I felt impelled by growing tenderness, 


Which took possession of my heart and soul 
Irrevocably, and I understood 
That strange, sweet impulse which embraced the 
whole : 
Of earth and sky and life and throbbing blood. 


Impelled was I, for I approached the pool, 
(About my head in rapture flew the dove) 
And mirrored there within the limpid cool, 
I saw the pleading lips of deep-eyed Love! 


THE COMING 


Over the mountains that fade far away, 
Where all year round the thrushes sing, 
And the naiads and wood-nymphs sport and play 
In the verdurous groves of which Pan is king; 
With breezes as soft as Orpheus’ lay 
And misty hair comes young laughing Spring— 
A youth with white and blue-veined feet, 
With eyes as deep as the dreaming sea, 
Constant as stars, mystic and sweet; 
Joy in his soul, Life his one plea, 
As down the hillside he comes to greet 
The plain and valley with loving glee. 
The flocks in the meadows nibble once more, 
And the daisies smile with modest heads, 
Near where the streamlets rush and pour 
From their couch of snows to their summer beds, 
And the giant cataract’s deep roar 
Booms on the crags no shepherd treads. 


The valley is thrilling with life again, 
With sun-loved gardens and joyous flowers, 
Moist with the dew and the greening rain 
Of the fresh-cheeked morn; and the blossoming 
bowers, 
Still and cool as a secret lane, 
Bloom and respond to the gentle showers. 
The frost that lay so long on the earth 
Arises in soft and dewy mist, 
And the amorous rose in exultant mirth, 
Laughs and blushes as she is kissed. 
All birds are hymning sweet Spring’s glad birth, 
As they greet him at dawn and at twilight tryst. 


[30 


LINES 


Summer is almost over, and my heart 
Is nearly bursting with its silent pain. 
Fier last kiss! . . . her soft cheek! . . . and then 
we part. 
Sad tears: the Autumn’s grey and misty rain. 
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LINES WRITTEN ON THE SOUND STEAMER 
FROM NEW YORK TO BOSTON 


Sunlight is dreaming on the summer sea; 
Clear as a mirror is the watery floor; 
And to the west a fiery path lies far, 


Spun out in gleaming shafts. It leads to—where? 
Light! light is all around me, one vast stretch 
Of limpid sea and sky through which the rays 


Of the great dying sun are turned to flame. 
And quietness has come, for here no hum 
Of insects droning deep, no bird’s shrill call 


Troubles the pensive beauty of the west. 
No rush of stream is heard, no fall of leaves, 
No sound of toiling men, no shouts, no bells. 


O vast, faint dream of tender loveliness! 
O azure dream of soft, clear health and light— 
The airy dome above, the sea’s embrace! 


* KF *W *K 


Far, hushed and holy lies the sunlit shore, 
Soft-touched by evening’s dim and dusky veil, 
Like a green ancient land whose coast is charmed 


By mermaids softly singing on the sands; 
The sleepy harbors shine, and white sails seem 
Like summer clouds far-wandering through the skies. 


O! life is worth so much when man is born 
Into a world of color, light and sound, 
Of sea, of sky, of sunset, of dear peace! 
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TO DAISIES 


Sweet little flowers ! 
You breathe the simple air 
Of childhood’s guileless days and smiles and joys, 
Of lovely lanes and laughing girls and boys, 
Pink cheek and tangled hair. 


Dear memories 
Of lying in lush grass 
And gazing at the summer’s swimming sky, 
The moon like a forgotten dream on high, 
The aimless clouds that pass! 


White as the stars, 
You dwell on pleasant hills, 
Your little faces smile at the great sun, 
Then nod and wink at buttercups in fun, 
When dew each blossom fills. 


Summer and you 
Are always linked together 
Like dreams of ever-wandering loveliness, 
Symbols of rural charm and tenderness— 
Sweet-scented June, fair weather. 
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SUMMER MORNING 


Slim ribbons of silver the rivers run 
And splash in the vale beneath, 
As over the mountain the rim of the sun 
Glows bright as a flaming wreath, 
Or like a jeweled sword hilt above a sable sheath. 


From far blue pastures’ the shepherds come ~ 
Past my garden of lovely flowers, 
Where drowsiness is, and the constant hum 
Of the bees in deep honeyed bowers, 
Makes melody with the murmuring brook and 
sweetens the summer hours. 


The shepherds are piping, they laugh and sing 
And dance in the sun-checked shade, 
Near the garden bench thrushes on the wing 
Dart into some mossy glade 
Where a sunbeam and a wild rose embrace and smile 
and fade. 
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LACRIMAE NATURAE 


35] 


The evening breeze was weeping by the lake, 
Weeping beneath the pale rays of the moon; 
The lake replied with its melodious tears, 

They wept until I thought my heart would break. 


The Lake : Breath of the summer, 
Evening’s fairy child, 
Must you forsake me soon 
For climates mild? 


The Breeze: Gem of the earth, 
I must float southward soon, 
And seek the flowers 
Along the blue lagoon. 


And soon the soaring birds, the sunset gold 
Were weeping in an ecstasy of grief; 
Wildly harmonious, Nature wept that eve, 

Wept that the smiling year was growing old. 


THE CALL OF THE SEA 


When the primrose smiles in the meadow 
And life is fresh and young 

As a child that sings in the sunshine, 
I lie and dream among 

The leafy murmurous thickets, 

The happy murmurous thickets, 
And a voice—the voice of the sea— 

Is calling, calling, calling .... 


When the violet blooms in the valley 
And brightens the azure shade. 
And the misty torrent’s roaring 
Steals faintly through the glade. 
I sit and dream in the woodland, 
The hushed, the silent woodland, 
And a voice—the voice of the sea— 
Is calling, calling, calling .... 


And summer smiles with its roses, 

And its garden-scented air, 
And all the ecstatic splendor 

Of the sun’s life-giving glare. 
Then there comes through the shadowed evenings, 
The shadow-clustered evenings, 

A voice—the voice of the sea— 

Comes calling, calling, calling .... 


But my heart is far from the meadows, 

From the passion of summertime, 

And I feel your lure, blue Ocean, 

As you call me with pulsing rhyme 
To the beach and the hot surf’s thunder, 
The boiling surf’s deep thunder, 

And my heart heeds nought, for it hears 

You calling, calling, calling . 
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TO THE FALLEN 
(1914-1918) 


Dedication 


In dedicating these few sonnets to the Fallen, I feel 
that I am doing the least that I can do, and I am very 
deeply sensible of the little that it is. 

After carefully considering what the supreme sacrifice 
means, aiter reflecting on the sublimity of it and what 
it demands, I have come to the conclusion that it is the 
duty of all artists, living in this age which witnessed 
the greatest conflict probably ever known to humanity, 
to pay their tribute to these heroes. 

How beautiful are Life and Youth! Life is the scene 
and Youth the window, the clear window, not glazed with 
the frosts and fogs of age, through which we look upon 
this scene. How engaging Life is! Life with its dawns 
and sunsets, its flowers and its clouds, its firesides and 
its peace! These youths gave all this, and gave it will- 
ingly for the highest of causes. 

I have reached the conclusion that a painter should 
not complete his life’s work without having striven on 
the canvas for their glory and honor. No sculptor or 
architect should shun the duty of erecting a monument 
to them, a monument of such stability and merit that the 
name of the heroic War-Dead shall be kept alive before 
the ever-changing face of civilization. For the same 
reasons no musician should give his inspirations for the 
pleasure of mankind without having at some time glori- 
fied them in tones of sublimest character. And so with 
the poet and man of letters, they should also take their 
part in paying tribute to the War-Dead, and help through 
their medium to express the gratitude and admiration of 
mankind. 

It is in this spirit that I have dedicated these unworthy 


39] 


fragments, hoping that this weak endeavor may serve as 
a stepping-stone to something far more fitting for the 
exaltation of the heroic men who fell in those great days 
for their Country and for their Ideal. 


Philadelphia, April 1, 1919. 
M. de S. 
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TO THE FALLEN 


41] 


(1914-1918) 
I 


If we who are on earth could once express 
An atom of our gratitude and love 
For you, who by your dying did so bless 
This pain-racked world and raise all thoughts 
above 
Material gain and comfort, then would we 
Be satisfied and happy, but that sphere 
Of self-expression and lucidity 
Is far removed from us who travail here. 
O! I can only evermore admire 
The glory of supreme glad sacrifice, 
Which calls to men and makes their hearts aspire 
To planes where truth and beauty will suffice. 
Sweet Souls! You have dispelled the creeping: 
gloom, ; 
Death’s cruel, cold smile—the terror of the tomb. 


II 


Though ages pass and generations waste, 
And empires crumble into small decay, 
You shall not be forgotten, or in haste 
Be thrust aside for pleasures of a day. 
Though customs, creeds and races lightly change, 
And we be into moral darkness hurled, 
Even thus far removed, it would be strange 
If men forgot that once you saved the world. 
What if all changes—races, men and creeds? 
You have accomplished what will ever last: 
You have not boasted, you have done great deeds, 
And have not given vent unto a blast 
Of clever, senseless words, as men will do 
Who have not learned the worth of what is true. 


IIl 


The sky is bright with young returning Spring, 
For flowers smile and nod their lovely heads, 
Thrushes from daybreak until evening sing, 
And bees. are droning in moist garden beds. 
I watch the young trees budding leaf by leaf, 
And see earth’s blossoms flushing in the sun, 
Yet in this haunting beauty there is grief, 
And all is sad and pensive as a nun. 
But hark! the little lambs bleat, skip and play, 
The robin chirps within her joyous nest, 
Roses still wait dawn’s promise of the day, 
And evening brings her blessed balm of rest. 
O, we must raise our hearts in tune with Spring: 
You, glorious souls, you call the world to sing! 


IV 


“What is it that we wish, if not to die 
In battle for a cause both great and just? 
Then be not broken-hearted by the cry 
Of us who fade and die amid the dust 
Of grime-clogged, blood-stained battlefields ana 
stark, 
For after one brief stab of numbing pain, 
We pass into a dream-world from the dark: 
Karth’s suffering we never know again.” 
These words out of the gentle evening air, 
Came unto me as on the cliffs I mused. 
The sleeping ocean, mystical and fair, 
Seemed with a shining peacefulness suffused. 
Sweet souls, my heart is flooded with the light 
You hold above the world amid its night. 


[42 


43] 


V 


We who are here on earth know not the joys 
Of the Beyond, that dewy skybound morn, 
That garden full of laughing girls and boys, 
Where the sun knows no setting, but where dawn 
In white-flamed silence floods the happy land 
Eternally. There, only clear-eyed Youth 
Disports himself with Beauty and her band: 
Sweet Joy, slim Grace, fair Virtue and calm 
Truth. 
Ah! you deserve this peace as your reward, 
O glorious ones! You suffered for your creed; 
From Liberty you snatched the burning sword— 
She smiles upon you, for the world is freed. 
Words, speech, praise, utterance! O, of what worth 
Are they to bless you for the world’s new birth? 


VI 


Yes, life is sweet, and all existing charms 
Of warmth and light and color and glad sound, 
Linked hand in hand with terrors and alarms 
And griefs which herald pain and then astound 
The thoughtful mind, make up our pilgrimage— 
This brief transition which is known as Life, 
And man longs ever for some hermitage 
Beyond the clotted claws of hate and strife. 
O you sweet souls who deep in peaceful bowers, 
Lulled by the western wind now dream and rest, 
Soothed by the breathing of a thousand flowers, 
Sweet souls who died in war, you are the blest! 
We visualize the dim and distant dead, 
Not seeing there each dear familiar head. 


VII 


Sweet is the first clear light upon the earth, 

When sunshine floods the freshness of the dell; 
Silent is twilight when dim hours have birth, 

And man dreams but of Love, lulled by the spell ; 
Fair is the night ruled by the throned moon, 

And shyly lit by every dewy star, 
And happy is the forest when a tune 

Comes singing from a shepherd’s pipe afar. 
Though lovely are the eve and fresh-cheeked morn, 

More lovely far will be that glorious sight, 
When greeted by the trumpets of the dawn 

And heralded by one tremendous light, 
The War-Dead shall appear in festal Heaven, 
Each pitiful mistake and sin forgiven. 


VITl 


Returning soldiers thus to me have said: 

“If we went back again, we too would die, 
For what is there more glorious than the Dead 
Who deep among the alien poppies lie?’ 
No! There is nothing! What indeed is life, 
But a transition to some hoped-for state; 

A striving to ignore man’s ageless strife, 
And to escape the bloody jaws of hate? 

You did not die to utter senseless praise 
Throughout Eternity’s long, weary span, 

Nor upon aimless wings through Heaven’s maze 
To search for One who ends not nor began. 
No! I believe you went forth and were killed 

To see your little dreams of earth fulfilled. 


[44 


45] 


IX 


You came from the dim corners of the earth 
Like heroes marching bravely from afar 
To give a vast ideal its great birth 
Upon the world like an abiding star; 
From Africa whose Mountains of the Moon 
_ Watch over deserts swept by no kind breath, 
From steppes and fjords where in the glacial noon 
The leaping torrent roars of ominous death. 
You came from little dwellings on the strands 
Of yellow Tiber and of verdant Thames, 
You heard the call in Asia’s distant lands 
Where temples burn to rose in sunset flames. 
But you became as one great brotherhood 
Upon those fields soaked in most holy blood. 


Xx 


Then praise be given that in those ponderous days, 

‘You stripped yourselves of all that was unclean, 
And let us chants triumphant gladly raise, 

Because thus cleansed, you plunged in the ravine 
Of dark tumultuous war, and in the strife 

Suffered for what you held alone most dear, 
Suffered and bled and then laid down your life 

Upon Youth’s flaming altar without fear! 
Now when night gathers in the pensive west, 

And life is stilled, my thoughts turn thus to you 
Who were earth’s sunny flowers and her best, 

Her champions—starlike, beautiful and true. 
You came, you lived, you loved, and loving, died: 
And earth which was defiled is purified. 


FRANCE* 
(November 11, 1918) 


She stands erect—her fine dark locks blown back; 
She feels—she feels her crushing loss of youth, 
Yet on her smooth-arched lips there is a smile, 
And her clear, liquid eyes reflect the truth. 
Her hand is resting on her noble sword, 
She looks with steadfast gaze upon the Rhine, 
And in her face, so sweet, so calm, so pale, 
There is a look of suffering born divine. 
Above her head there shines from out the sky 
A brilliant star—that star is her ideal, 
Which carried her through four grim, bitter years, 
Until her glorious vision became real. 


Though politics grow dark as tempest clouds, 
And statesmen pause for dread—as in a trance, 
Ah! these can never soil the quiet face— 
The inward spirit of Immortal France! 


*Acknowledgment is made to the New York Times for permission to 
include here. 
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THE PIAVE, 1917 


Summon your splendid armies! Italy, arise 
And crush the Austrian hordes at Venice gate! 
Press onward, Sons of Freedom, never late, 
For clarion Victory before us flies. 
Summon your splendid armies! Italy, arise! 
You have in holy keeping Europe’s fate; 
Advance the tri-color on Prussian hate, 
Beyond Hermada piercing the flamed skies. 


O, by the twany Tiber’s honored strands, 

And by the blazoned Lion of Saint Mark, 
Soldiers advance, though it your life demands; 

Gaze at the domes of Venice, gaze and hark 
To Italy’s clear calling as she stands 

Against the sunset sky—armed, grim and stark! 
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RUSSIA 


Fast chained is he unto a granite slab, 
This giant in his dark and fetid cave, 

Bleeding he is and overrun with sores— 
A miserable and madly shrieking slave. 


And thus he sits and laughs and cries in turn, 
And calls, and sobbing wildly calls again, 

For something which floats round him like a ghost, 
And tortures his crazed mind and frenzied brain. 
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ANIMUM EFFLAVIT 
August, 1918 


A young man fell in Flanders 
On those dark fields of pain, 

His eyes he raised imploring, 
His spirit like a rain 

Of white Elysian glory 


Flamed and then faded far .... 


Men gazed into the heavens 
And saw a bright new star. 
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BOLSHEVIKI 


From the East! 
From the East! 
From the East! 
With the sword and the flaming brand 
They shriek Death’s slogan at night, 
And waste and dishonor the land. 
As the sick moon watches the dead— 
Those faces so green in the light 
Of the torch that smokes overhead— 
The flame is maliciously fanned 
By the black and icy blast 
From the East! 
From the East! 
From the East! 
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ON THE DEATH OF RUPERT BROOKE 


Clothed in eternal Springtime’s happy light, 

He closed his clear young eyes for evermore 
Who lies so silent now upon a height 

In Skyros. And the beating on the shore 
Thunders unheard; the legioned stars look down 

On him to whom the whole world was so fair. 
His lovely spirit now, alas, has flown 

Unto some far unfathomable air. 


In England youth has mourned its loveliest one, 
And many youthful cheeks are wet with tears, 
As Poesy laments a splendid son 
Who in this age knew none who were his peers. 
And with the pallid daylight’s lonely flight, 
The A°gean breathes his beauty through the night. 


61] 


1917 


The moon hangs on the bosom of the deep, 

An aureole of light, her pallid glow; 

The crying of the night wind murmurs low, 
And waves like little star showers sigh and sleep. 
The magic of the hour, the lulling sweep 

And swell upon the sea, the rhythmic flow 

Of moonlit tides scarce moving, bright and slow, 
My charmed and dreaming senses quietly steep. 


And yet if I look out upon the sea, 
What lies beyond ?—a land of dole and pain, 
A chaos each dark hour will increase— 
Sad Europe and a sad humanity !— 
A bleeding earth that wildly pleads in vain 
For Life and Love!—And yet, I here have 
peace. 
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Often this Spring I wander out alone 
Beneath the bright disc of the rising moon, 
I hear the wailing of the lonely loon— 
The silver rushes answer with low moan. 
Comes now the misty youth of the sweet year, 
The dewy eyes of April laughing blue, 
Yet my full heart dwells with the brave and true 
Who fell in fields of France—thrice holy bier! 


Now ever through the evening mists I see 
A field where countless crosses scar the sky: 
Great monument to Love and Charity 
Of men who came to suffer and to die! 
O God! I weep to think on the sad truth; 
And evening weeps with me: “O Spring! O Youth!” 


GLORIA IN MORTE 
(In Memoriam B. R.) 
1918 


His clear grey eyes were closed in death, 
Silenced he lay, robbed of the breath 

Of Life and Youth that once were his, ~ 
His cheeks still warm . . . . Apotheosis 

Of glorious heroism done, 

Of goal attained and battle won! 

O Man! they did not die in vain, 

Who fell upon those fields of pain 

And glory! .... From his clear grey eyes 
His loving spirit onward flies 

Towards a new and golden dawn, 

A happy, not unearthly, morn, 

Where limbs are straight and eyes are clear 
And Youth’s light dreams may persevere. 
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HYMN TO PAN 


A forest in Arcady 
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Priest: 

God to whom all satyrs bow! 

God for whom blithe maidens dance! 
Hear us, we entreat thee now 

As thy worshipers advance: 

Earth’s cool bosom will be ripe 
With green dales and rain-washed flowers, 
And the sunburnt lads shall pipe 

In sequestered noon-filled bowers. 
For thee shepherds tend the flocks 
Wooly ewes and bleating sheep 

On the plain, among the rocks 

Of Arcadian mountain steep. 

Hear us Universal God 

Of the ever flowering sod! 


Chorus: 


Great God of Nature, now that here at hand 
Spring’s calm, blue-veined eyelids wake, 

Bless our furrowed fields and verdant land, 
Dryads from their green haunts shake, 

And fill our groves and vales with mirth and song, 
With sun and flowers 
And joyous showers 

Of dews and blossoms all the summer long. 


Priest: 


Hear us, Universal God 
Of the ever flowering sod! 


Chorus: 


Lead the dance in twilight woods 
With the nymph and forest sprite, 
In their moss-lined ivy hoods, 
And for us will Cynthia bright 
Smile on hills, 
Verdant vales, 
Rippling rills 
Drowsy dales, 
And bless the dim Arcadian mountains 
With lilied pools and misty fountains. 


Priest: 
Hear us, Universal Pan, 
Jove’s delight and friend of man! 


Chorus (women) : 


Hear us now, 
None but Thou 
Can make the land with bounty flow. 


Chorus: 


O greet young Spring with choral dance and song, 
When winged Aurora stirs her from her sleep, 
And she comes down the wooded mountainsides 
In penciled mists,.percipitously steep; 
For when she bursts upon the meads and plains, 
And rouses them from Lethe-girded trance, 
Then, O blithe Pan, speed, meet her with thy train 
Of dryads and disport her with light dance. 
Fill her ears with music’s liquid strains, 
With a clear and joyous melody, 
Limpid as a fresh and joyous brook 
Murmuring the summer’s ecstasy. 


And then we will laugh and sing 


And sporting Echo’s voice will ring 
Up through the glades of Menelaus. 
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Priest: 


Hear us, Universal Pan, 
Jove’s delight and friend of man! 


Chorus: 


O’er Arcady’s blue mountains sunny, 
With Bacchus’ grapes and golden honey 
And vines and quinces sweet and mellow, 
And purple pansies pranked with yellow, 
Appear, O great providing god 
Of Nature and the fruitful sod! 


Priest: 


Hear us, Universal Pan, 
Jove’s delight and friend of man! 


Chorus: 


Hark unto our praising choir, 
Grant thy people their desire. 


Chorus (women) : 
Come with swiftly flowing rivers, 
Come with pleasant dews and rain, 
Storms and rainbows, clouds and dusk, 
Violet skies without a stain. 
Hear us now, 
None but thou 
Can make our land with laughter flow. 
From the hot A%gean shore, 
To Olympus crowned with snow, 
Fill with wealth of beast and bird: 
Bleating lamb and healthy herd; 
Then the rich white milk will flow. 
Hear us now, 
None but thou 
Can make the fecund breezes blow! 


Priest: 
Hear us, Universal God 
Of the ever flowering sod! 


Chorus (a few maidens) : 


Bless us ere we husbands choose, 
Bless and guide us in our choice, 
In our virgin innocence 
Let us recognize thy voice. 


Chorus (young men) : 


Hear them, Universal Pan, 
Jove’s delight and friend of man! 


Priest: 


Now the arched sun has set, 
And the pallid moon on high 
Brightening the shades of jet, 
Flows across the bare, dark sky. 
Come, O Pan, and lead the dance; 
With thy goatlike hoofs advance! 
Now with sweet and burning pain 
Philomel sings ever near ; 
Like a flood of fiery rain— 
Silvered by the moon—O hear! 
Drops of warm and heart-shed blood, 
Passion great and infinite, 
What an onrush! What a flood 
Pours from out the scented night! 
Trills of passion rise and fall 
In that grove so verdurous, 
Philomel in Hecate’s pall 
Dreams and longs for Itylus. 
Now the stars their course pursue 
Through the dreamy halls of space, 
Each like drops of burning dew 
Wanders on its endless race. 
Come, O Pan, and lead the dance; 
With thy goatlike hoofs advance! 
Now the crickets lie asleep, 
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Couched upon their mossy bed, 

For the birdlings scarcely peep, 

And the woodland hum is dead; 

Starshine throws its magic balm 

Over forest, hill and lake, 

What a vast and pulsing calm! 

Nothing does the silence break. 
Come, O Pan, and lead the dance; 
With thy goatlike hoofs advance! 


_ Chorus: 


Lord of man and bird and beast, 
Sovereign of Nature—all! 

We entreat thee hear our priest, 
Answer his most fervent call! 


Priest and Chorus: 


Hasten then, O Pan divine, 
Unto this thy woodland shrine, 
Where we gather to implore 
Thy protection evermore. 


Planets glow in heaven above, 
Warm brown bodies dream of love, 
Bodies lithe and happy faces 
Sleeping in warm-scented places. 
Philomel, the lulling calm, 
Moon-flood, the nocturnal balm, 

All the ecstasies of earth, 

Joyous Laughter, lovely Mirth, 

Pray with us in their desire 

For the passionate, sweet fire— 
Those glad strains that now are mute 
From thy Nature-stirring flute. 


Pipe, thou god, thou goat, thou child! 
Then thy songs on breezes mild 

Will fill each deep, sequestered nook 
And ripple with the happy brook. 
Pipe, blithe Pan! thou joyous king, 
We shall greet awakening Spring! 
Hear us, Universal God 

Of the ever flowering sod! 


Chorus (in the distance) : 
Fill the vales of Arcady 
With thy pipe’s glad ecstasy. 
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Twilight comes like a ghost upon the world, 
Unknowing that it comes and soon must fade, 
(A quiet lonely fading into darkness). 

Like an old song perhaps too often sung, 

So that its coming stirs the pools of pity 

In the dull soul of me. So does its beauty. 
Softly it comes and cloaks the busy world, 
Cloaks it in half-lit shades and watery stars, 
Most dusky silences and secrecy ; 


- Most nameless things which to the sense have mean- 


ing; 
Far-chiming bells to lull the countryside 

In the deep afterglow; forsaken memories 
Drifting forlorn upon forgotten shores 

Of some lost continent gray-wreathed in mist, 
Extinct within the minds of mortal men. 


The old spell binds my. being once again, 

(The smell of sea and fragrance of the pines) 
With all the dear remembered pangs that were 
Like pure consuming flames of holiness, 

Burning most constantly within the heart, 

And now lie scattered—charred and useless ashes. 


O mind, seek not for wisdom in this hour, 
But rather haunt the poetry of places 
Once again! Forget all but the calm 

Of this faint, lovely evening and its peace. 


Be still! The briny air now fans my face, 
The antique ghostlike ships drift past the sun 
Into the flaming waters and the night 
Beyond, where they perchance in ghostly tryst 
Will meet the spirit-vessels that were once 
The pride and glamour of Imperial Rome. 
Now, as of old, I wander down the beach 


Far from the town and its bright merriment, 

And once again J wonder to what port 

Or silent arsenal the far ships move. 

With my drab thoughts I stray far down the beach, 

I who had pledged my word to think no more, 

But to exist, and being—then enjoy; 

I but an atom between land and sea, 

The azure vaults of heaven swept with air, 

Free from pollution, from the darksome things 

That people the deep corners of the earth 

And dare not show themselves in light of day, 

Fearful of the investigating sun. 

My eyes behold the harbor, and the sun 

Is setting. Look! the sea is all ablaze 

Like a great waste alight with sapphire flame, 

An endless desert—luminous expanse !— 

A limpid sky streaked with the opaled dawn 

And all the amethystine light of heaven. 

Sea gulls, high-screaming, wing their way above, 

Then fall as shooting stars drop through the night, 

Noiseless, relentless, most implacable, 

Into the nothingness of lonely space. 

Their pinions brush the still and glassy sea. 

What keen delight they take in seeing their forms 

And snowy wings swift-curving through the air, 

Reflected in the gently rising swell 

Tinged with the lonely sunset and its fires. 

Blithely they are unconscious of their strength, 

The piteous why and wherefore of existence, 

And the most poignant beauty of the world. 

Thus screaming with blind joy, they fly—where? 
where? 

To what far country, gilded by what suns 

And silvered by what moons? Lulled by what 
winds? 

Washed by what waters and what happy rivers? 

Stilled in what starry dream? Warmed by what 
love? , 
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Hark! In a thicket sings the nightingale, 

The tawny-breasted goddess of the grove, 
Hushed twilight’s child, her tiny swelling throat 
Bursting with melody—Ah, passionate ! 

(Dull blundering feet be still!)—Ah, passionate! 
Tumbles that sound like torrents of sweet fire, 
Like silver arrows smeared with love’s loved poison, 
Flooding all things, it drowns encircling thought 
In Lethean streams of blest forgetfulness. 


Now to the harbor steals a fisher’s ship 


- With painted sails and rigging wet with mist. 


Silent it glides, glides past the lighthouse stark, 
(Most lonely sentinel of sea and sky.) 

And slips away as on a summer eve, 

When tender dreams come but for a sweet asking, 
The water-lily drowsily and slow 

Floats down the glassy streamlet to the pool. 
Again! Another phantom ship drifts by, 
Haunted by some weird shrowd of mystery, 

In silence—fog-drenched, mystical and dim, 

And tongueless is its crew, awed by the swift 
Approach of evening. Dripping nets are drawn, 
Filled with the sea and its unwilling creatures. 
The poor doomed fish are thrown upon the deck, 
Their scaly armor pitifully gleaming 

Like Cyprian wine, red as a martyr’s blood, 
Beneath the sun’s last rays. (Life’s irony!) 
Vague silence is supreme, the hoary men 

Stand trance-thralled, gazing mutely at the sea, 
Like a lost race of long-forgotten spirits 

Gazing upon a cratered spirit-world. 


As shadows onward press their darkening ranks 
Close-serried like the legions of the dead 
Dim-wandering hopeless on the banks of Styx 
Amid the aimless travail of that life, 

I turn me from the beach—I slow of step 

And dull of sense and dumb with too much thought ; 
I too disconsolate before the truth 

Of sea and sky and sunset; I a note 

That jars in all this vast perplexing calm 

Of changeless elements and boundlessness, 

This constant, busy, ever-moving chord 

Fused by a universal harmony. 

I turn, and there the forest waves its green, 
Its emerald waste of monumental pines, 
Tinged with the tender light of the day’s dying 
And the forsakenness of time and place. 

They dip their listless arms into the deep... 
I, too, feel faint with so much loveliness 

And drugged by the enchantment of the hour, 
Weary of too much life and cruel scars 

An unsuspecting child sometimes receives, 
Coming with perfect faith into the world. 


We come as come the blossoms in the Spring, 
Tender and starry, yearning to be loved 

And to embrace all things which are most lovely. 
And then the road appears, we well perceive 
That it is hard and dusty, but we know not 
That our feet are youthful feet, that they 
Will bruise and bleed most cruelly, till we come 
Footsore and very weary to the end. 

And tired and sick, we look back on the road 
And see at the beginning far away, 

The golden light of morning and the blossoms, 
Snowy before our sight, alas, grown dim. 


166 


The world tonight is like a healing balm. 

O, it is like a long-forgotten cloud 

On which the slender moon sings lullabies, 

Sings till the very sea in calm content 

Murmurs her haunting strains upon the sands 

In weird, low dissonance of her own quiet making. 

I cannot sing, all I can do is: Be. 

There lies the town behind me with its lights 

And laughter and its tinsel which will fade 

To blind, unfeeling dust. O yes, my heart, 

My heart is filled with pity—yet tonight 

Let me escape the wayward talk of men, 

The sight of shallow faces, let me haunt 

The dream-wrapped beach and feel the moonbeams 
playing 

In lightest joyousness within my hair 

And on a cheek—alas, grown very weary. 


Peace softly breathes upon the world tonight, 
Like some young mother bent upon her babe, 
Fearful that all her panting adoration 

Will wake the little blossom from his dream 
Which is as linked to our hoped Paradise 

As anything we know. The moon now brightens, 
White radiance falls about me and my path, 
And all my world is touched with clearest silver, 
For I am white within as are these sands. 


A breeze blows as I wander down the beach 
And think upon the dying of the day 

And the cool, silent coming of the night; 

Time and his swift implacable advance; 

Death and the cold, black nothingness of things ; 
(I who had pledged my word to think no more!) 
The grinning triumph of the lonely grave. 
Yet—peace has crept unbidden to my heart. 
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IMPRESSION 


Pale as the clear pavilions of the dawn, 

And beautiful as truth, my dream arose 

As mists arise from some sweet sunlit river. 
Faintly it crept about me, till I knew 

Its silver light had pierced my very heart, 

Like a keen-headed arrow cleanly shot 

From love’s strong bow of torment and delight. 
Then was I silent. All things lay at rest 
Beneath the stainless vault of burning blue. 
Vaguely the trees of many forests slept, 

Piled their hushed foliage up the towering steep, 
Which soared in flame-cleft pinnacles of light, 
And tortuous cliffs and deep-mouthed precipice 
To where the snows slept their pale vernal sleep 
And dreamt their dreams of spotless chastity. 
Now a soft flush stole through the sunny air, 
And murmurings and echoes filled the clouds; 
Flowers then suddenly put forth their buds, 
And nightingales in passionate appeal 

Warbled of most heart-breaking loveliness. 
The light increased and I grew numb and faint 
With too great sweetness stealing through the sense 
Of bliss and ecstasy! I heard the roar 

Of surf, and lay my head against a tree, 

And closed my eyes. Ah! suddenly the light 
Vanished, and all was silent as the night— 
Silent and dark and empty as the tomb. 

But in the cold black sky shone forth a star. 
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When skies are quiet beneath the golden moon, 

I sit beside the pool, 

And watch the leaves fast-falling in the park— 
Too soon! Too soon! 


The pool is dark tonight, dark is the sky 
Mirrored upon its breast; 
The dead leaves murmur ghostlike in the breeze: 


“Good-bye! Good-bye!’ 


The trees—wan, misty spirits—sigh and moan, 
Bereft of summer’s wealth, 
And all the happy birds are far away— 

Fast flown! Fast flown! 


Your eyes are also misty like the dawn, 

Your cheek is dim and pale, 

The words of hope I conjure from your lips— 
All gone! All gone! 


Ah! do not speak, my love, but watch yon moon 

With me in quietude! 

Our lives, like birds home-flying, pass away— 
Too soon! Too soon! 


DO YOU REMEMBER? 


Do you remember how upon the sands 
We kissed 
And watched the sea? 
(Sweet memory!) 
We watched and we were silent, but our hands.... 


Do you recall how that long afternoon 
We blessed 
All things in life? 
(I called you wife! ...). 
Why did that hour we loved thus end so soon? 


Ah! we have learned much since that happy day. 
We know! 
And for being wise, 
(Your truth-filled eyes!) 
Dear heart of mine, cruelly we had to pay! 
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They sat and talked around the lamp’s rude glare, 
With silly faces, talked of many lands. 
I said to you: 

“Come with me to the sands— 
The sands white with the moonlight. Let us walk 
The sweeping curve of beach and gather there 
The moon-white shells and the long shining strands 
Of jeweled seaweed; let us breathe the air 
Born of the truant sea, then we shall talk 
Of men and their strange doings, and with faces 
Turned moonward, so the light catches your hair,— 
Your long, long hair with myriad twinkling graces, 
It a nebulous mesh of dancing brilliancy— 
We shall consider Life, our wayward plans, 
Death and the Universe, Immortality .... 
Then shall I see your lips so strangely white, 
(Your lips that burned to scarlet in the sun!), 
Moving, and like the quiet of the night, 
Your voice will come to me and speak of places 
Where the white moonbeams ever lightly run 
In silent intricate flight. 
With growing wonder you will look at me, 
Conscious of all my words and all my sighs; 
Your eyes will burn me: I shall think of places 
Unknown to men, a moonlit paradise 
Warm with the breath of Summer . . . and our 

hands 

Will meet in lightest contact, as the sea 
Meets the sweet touch of moonlight on her breast, 
O it will be a night of gossamer !— 
Of gossamer sensations like the wings 


We shall speed down the beach and the dear traces 
Of our light footprints will lie there forsaken— 
Under the calm of night and fragrant spaces 

Near where the sea in silver foam is shaken— 

A guide for other lovers. I shall tell you 


Our path will last forever, that no tide 

Can wipe out our sweet path, for it is ours! 
You will believe my words and lie at rest, 
Exulting in my wisdom and my powers, 
The pale moon in your eyes... .” 


You turned your face to me, your lips were red, 
I looked at you imploring, begging flight; 
Your glance came cold and knowing—you too wise, 
White and remote like some far paradise, 
Turned my desire into a silly jest. 

My mute imploring I no longer pressed, 

I staggered blindly like a soul possessed, 

As over me once more crept the old dread: 

I cursed myself for the dream-things I said, 

I cursed myself for my unhappy plight; 

I saw you move and fled into the night 

Alone! alone! and wished that I were dead. 
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AT THE LAST 


The skies were grey and the bitter wind 
Sighed and the treetops were shaken 

With crying: I thought how the world was unkind, 
And you, my dear love, lay forsaken. 


Forsaken you'll be and grey with age, 

When the winds of men’s laughter will break you, 
Despair will darken life’s last bitter page, 

But God! I will not forsake you. 
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DOLORES 


O, I’m sick for the splash of the fountain, 
And the roses, dark in your hair, 

The intoxicating languor 

Of the plangent midnight air, 

As you whispered your honeyed falsehoods 
Into my burning ear— 

It was then, I think, I held you 

Above all else most dear. 


How could you—with the Madonna 
Watching us through the gloom, 
And her little smiling infant, | 
Fruit of her virgin womb? 

How could you be so heartless, 
You with the soft-veiled eyes, 

You with the dusky hair, 

And the look’ of chaste surprise? 


You did not face the future, 
You lived for that one hour 
When you held me fast enthralled 
By your passion and your power . 


All night the guitars were strumming: 
“Te quiero, mi Chiquito!” 
Encarnacion embraced me: 
“Quiereme Senorito!” 

Dark music droned around me, 
Hummed in my reeling brain, 

It was then I heard your laughter, 
And my heart grew cold with pain. 
God!—daggers flashed from your eyes, 
As you danced in our dazzled sight, 
And the men implored your kisses, 
But you gave them none that night. 


How can I ever forget you, 

Most dusky bloom of the south, 

When you sang of love, with tears, 

And of death with a rose in your mouth? 
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INSPIRATION 


75] 


Silent, I’ve sat and heard the dismal rain 
Drip from the trees—most melancholy sound! 
And I have heard the aimless wind complain, 
Lonely and seeking comfort. Most profound 
Steals over me the anguish and the pain 
Of voiceless things, and fills me with strange fear 
Of those who dwell alone and know not cheer. 


I have then thought that I could nevermore 
Take up my pen and on the enticing page 
Open the restless ever-clamoring store 
Of songs which speak of youth and love and 


age, 
And death. (Beloved by youth who counts four- 
score 
Years of his life untouched to be enjoyed— 
Chimeras which can never be destroyed.) 


But when night comes with all its poignant fire 
Of nightingales and stars—immortal dreams! 
I can once more take down the sensuous lyre, 
And sing again . . . again—of white moon- 
beams 
Sleeping on Peneus’ banks, and Helen’s ire 
Bursting from scarlet lips in vengeful joy 
As she recounts the bitter fate of Troy. 


FLIGHT 


The clamor of the street rang in my ears, 
And the crude forms of men stood in my eyes, 
My brain spun, clouded by the piercing cries 
That now transfixed the city with the fears 
And prayers of multitudes, the secret sighs 
Of weary women and their hopeless tears. 


O to be far from all the roaring glare 

Of too much living! O to take sweet flight 

To some cool-shuttered room hushed as the night, 
And feel the loveliness of silence there, 

And dwell apart and only in your sight 
O Muse! I shall forget the world’s hard stare; 


And I shall dwell with you in this dear place, 
And only know the beauty of your face. 


[76 


LINES SUGGESTED ON HEARING RIMSKY- 
KORSAKOW’S “SHEHERAZADE” 


77] 


The Garden 


I entered through the darkness of the gate, 

And found myself alone, my soul at rest, 
Among the shadows and the clustered fountains, 
White with the pale flames of the rising moon. 
Silence was here, save for the moonlit flowers 
Breathing sweet exhalations everywhere 

In the intense white radiance of the night. 


And here you were, most vaguely veiled in shadows, 


Your hair like blackest midnight thrown upon 
The whiteness of the wall, your upturned face, 
Pale, wonder-eyed and shining in the night. 


Festival 


The city pavement scorched my wandering feet, 
And shrilling pipes cried wildly in my ear. 

I stood and I beheld the mottled crowd, 

The tinseled booths that loudly called their wares: 
Pearls of Ceylon and silks of Samarcand; 

Gold from far sun-bleached mines; a jeweled cup 
Treasured by kings of some forgotten age; 
Peacocks whose whiteness mocks Himalayan snows; 
Soft-glowing carpets woven by a queen; 

All the rich riotous brilliance of the East; 

Incense and spices and most precious dyes. 

Then from the sunny street a clamor rose, 

And there appeared a troop of dancing girls ! 
From some far orient place, and there I found you 
Among them, with their bells on your brown feet. 


The Storm 


The vessel braved the black jaws of the gale, 

As the storm-smitten waters piled their crests 
Green-treacherous about the straining prow. 

I stood upon the deck and I beheld 

The fury of the blast, the boiling seas 

As lightnings rent the tawny sky apart. 

And there once more I saw you, standing firmly 
With me upon the bow, your pallid face 

Wet with the salty brine. And there we hurled 
Our last defiance down Death’s darksome throat 
We two standing together fearlessly, 

Who in our exaltation conquered Death. 


Envoy 


For many years I’ve blindly searched the world 
For the dark gate and for the moonlit garden. 
In vain! In vain! But memory of your face 
On that white night still haunts me endlessly— 
A flower, pale beneath the rising moon. 


® 
, 
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DEATH 


79] 


Sometimes I hope that death will be 
A place of green tranquillity, 

Where my spent limbs may gain repose 
And tired eyelids gently close. 

I hope that death will be a cave 

In which will hang a murmuring wave 
Of gloomy verdure cool and deep— 
A place of rest, a place of sleep. 

A place where beauty never dies, 
Where not too brilliant are the skies, 
Suns not too ardent, time too fleet, 
Where I may hear soft-moving feet, 
And lying still, know they are white 
Amid the green of this long night. 
Perplexed by good and evil here, 
May I come to a happy sphere, 

And rising through deceptive mist, 
Become content but to exist 

And know once more that breathless joy 
Which was my sunlight when a boy. 
I am convinced that when I pass 
The Gates of Death, a gentle grass 
Will softly rise beneath me lying, 
And I shall know an end of crying. 
There you will soon forget decay, 
Indecent in its weird dismay, 

And I am certain you will find 
Nothing to terrorize the mind: 

No gaping depths, no awful spaces, 
No endlessness, no lonely places 
Cleft by loud brazen trumpet blast ; 
No starless regions void and vast 
Beyond the minds of us who dream. 


And there will be no dreadful stream 


Thundering from God’s brassbound throne 


Upon cowed sinners making moan; 
No shutting of a myriad gates 

On publicans and reprobates ; 

No voice to shake celestial spheres 
With unknown Paradisal fears. 


No! you will find green, sunless lands, 
And kind, slim-fingered, gentle hands, 
And happy breasts and happy faces 
Resting in dim sequestered places. 
And I, who love the life we live, 

Hope that the gods will but forgive 
My wish that in this future birth 

We may find some dear trace of Earth, 
Some of its smallness and its pain— 

A moonlight night, a country lane. 
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ON THE BOULEVARD DES ITALIENS 


81] 


The flaring lights of Paris shine around, 

And laughter ringing like an evil sound 

Clangs on the boulevard’s pavements of desire. 
The crowds are saturated with the fire 

Of too much life, its passion and its fight, 


Its yearning and its pity and its might. 


Blood calls to blood: white arms, lips in full bloom, 
And eyes peer forth malignant from the gloom 

Of fetid corners, and from sensual lairs 

Adown the street come people with their cares, 
Worn, haggard, painted people laugh and leer, 
Swear filthy oaths, curse Christ with a thin sneer. 


Over the housetops hangs the April moon, 
Remote and clear—inestimable boon! 

Removed from the hard ever-grinding fight, 

It spreads a white enchantment through the night. 
It rises silently from earth’s brute grasp, 

Too distant for men’s passionate, hot clasp, 

And earthbound though I am, I find release: 
Silence and silver shadow-cloistered peace. 


FROM THE DARK 


O, you are straight and clean and white within. 
Dear child, you are unconscious of the din 

Of ceaseless struggle which engulfs the world, 
Life has not yet its countless paths unfurled 
Before your dazzled sight, I like you thus, 

You who think that all men are chivalrous, 

You and your faith as fresh as morning skies. 
(God! there is little gained in being wise.) 


Clear-eyed, hard-limbed, unknowing of this strife, 

You came along the morning road of life 

Where the sun’s glances check the pleasant shade 

And morn’s faint star peeps shyly through the glade. 

You came where simple hedges greenly part, 

And brought with you a singing Spring-filled heart. 

Spring! Spring! O, God, the dear heartbreaking 
truth 

Of sweet beginnings, sweet unconscious Youth! 


How can you know so little of this world | 
And its gray sorrow? You have not been hurled 
Into the slough, you have not felt the slime 
Clinging to your spent limbs; there was no time 
When Life, who is unfeeling, does not care, 
Dragged you along the road by all your hair 
Face-downward and debased amid the mire. 

To think that you are able to aspire 

To all that is most lovely and most worth, 

And love, unfettered, all the joys of earth! 


Hark now !—the April twitters of the swallows— 
Be thus in love with life, and that which follows? 
Stay! think not yet of this, for maybe we 

Who have been soiled by life’s duplicity, | 

Can keep for you that which we vainly seek: 
Spring’s stainless bloom upon a trusting cheek. 
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ASSOCIATION 


83] 


I saw your eyes—they straightway made me dream 
Of the Aigean’s burnished stainless blue, 

Of mountains where beside some snowy stream 
The azure distance of the valley grew, 

And life in clear far regions was supreme. . 
Ah! then I woke and saw it was but you, 

And longed for your slim hands and for the breeze 

Blowing faint and golden on the Cyclades! _ 


SAN MARCO 


As if some far-sensed dream of times gone by 
Had risen sheer before my startled sight, 

The golden pile arose, its domes, far, high 
Against the blue of the Italic sky: 
Incense-stained walls and pinnacles of light, 
Barbaric beauty dark and richly dight, 
Marbles and gold and snowy pigeon-flight— 
Beauty’s breath-taking majesty and might! 
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VERITAS VITAE 


O, have you never felt that in your eyes, 
If one but looked he would see shining there 
A thing that is forbidden to the Wise: 
The Love of Life which ever is aware 
Of all the goodness that is in the flowers, 
Of all the wisdom stored within a night 
When splintering stars like evanescent showers 
Flood all the meadows with mysterious light ; 
Of all that is ecstatic when on high 
The skylark soars across the sunset sky? 
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ENCOUNTER 


Speeding along the cloudless ways of youth, 
I met a boy— 

A little boy, who said, “In very truth, 

My name is Joy.” 

And ever by my side 

In the pale silence of the vernal dawn, 

He said, “I shall abide 

With you.” And ona lawn 

Garlanded with the shades of eventide, 

He smiled and sang, “Joy! Joy!” 
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APRIL 


The rose tree is growing, 


The river is flowing, 


And sweet winds are blowing 
-And murmuring ; 

The hedge is a treasure 

Of blossoms and pleasure, 

Come dance to this measure, 
This jolly fling! 

Sweet maid, please stop pouting, 

There’s no time for doubting, 

The lads all are shouting, 
Hark! now they sing! 

For here among bowers, 

All happy with flowers, 


_. All fresh with green showers, 
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April is king! 


RAQUEL MELLER 
(Paris, April, 1925) 


“Como aves precusoras 
de Primavera, 
en Madrid aparecen 
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Strong men whose scarlet lives show in their lips, 
Must feel ashamed to tread on holy ground 

Beholding you. For your enchantment strips 
World-ridden men of evil—not a sound, 

No oaths, no unclean mutterings are heard, 
As you of the wide starry eyes advance 

With artless grace and many a charming word, 
And fling your yellow shawl with song and dance. 


The strange power of the primal things of earth 
Is in you—like a drift of cold sea air 

You come where all is sickness, all is dearth, 
And men forget to worry and despair: 

Faiths are restored and life seems once again 
A dew-fresh dawn happy with violets. 

And like the gift of sunshine after rain, 
You sing of Spain and scatter vain regrets. 
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VIBRATION 


89] 


I thought that you were dead within my life, 
Or that my heart was dead, until I heard 

Your name so lightly mentioned here tonight 
At this gay meeting. Like a forest stirred 

My soul vibrated, and then for a space 

Held your whole essence. And your timid soul 
Came forth reluctant like a young scared face, 
So pitifully bare before my eyes— 

Stripped, naked, shorn of pride. Then, then I loved 
The strands of all your life and the black place 
Where your deep darker self is safely kept. 


My way had been the wilderness I roved — 
Desperately searching for some shady nook, 
My throat deep-aching with the thirst for life, 
When like a sudden keen and darting flame 
Something within me leapt, creation shook 
Before one word—your lightly spoken name. 


WILL YOU EVER COME AGAIN? 


You came to me; 
You came as comes a lithe and laughing Spring 
Flower-garlanded and happy as a child, 
Unto a world where Spring had ceased to be. 
You came, and all your youth was sweet and wild. 


You smiled at me; 
And suddenly new life sprang blossoming 
In stainless beauty deep within my heart; 
I sat beside you on the wind-swept hills 
And loved you—dreamed that we would never 


part. 


You left me; 
And life becomes once more an empty shell, 
A dull thing too inert for cleansing pain; 
I sit among dead lilacs of our past 
And wonder: Will you ever come again? 
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AT CLOSE OF DAY 


91] 


I climbed the hill as evening crept 
With deep blue shadows on the world, 
And silence in the treetops wept 

And twilight on the plain unfurled 

Its veils of dusky secrecy. 

The distant village lights were hidden, 
Loneliness most palpably 

Came as a guest unsought, unbidden. 


I climbed the hill and stood alone, 
Forsaken in familiar places, 

My eyes saw trees and grass and stone, 
But sought in vain for human faces. 
Suddenly the earth seemed cold 
And cruel in a remorseless way 
And woods and hilltops manifold 
Were silent with unfeeling play. 

A pang of solitude shot through 

My young scared spirit. Then did I 
Gaze up at Heaven. I saw the blue 
Divine amusement of the sky. 


REMEMBRANCE 


You will not remember 

How, many years ago, 

When as now the leaves are falling, 
And clear North winds blow, 

We wandered through the scarlet hills 
And I—TI loved you so. 


Why should you remember, 

Who are far away, 

What was a brief glimpse of gladness— 
That one happy day— 

When we walked through autumn woods, 
And heard the dead leaves play? 


But I will remember 

Laughter which was you, 

Echoed round our aimless path 

And filled the forest through, 

And how beneath the blood-red leaves 
Your eyes were summer-blue. 
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INCONNU 
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You know me not. But I have known you long 
And cherished you in dreams on summer nights 
When dim across the water treads the moon 

And far-enchanted throb the harbor lights. 
And I have known you in the chilly dawn, 

Seen you erect and beautiful and fleet, 

The sun’s bright ripples on your misty hair, 

And the blue ways of morning round your feet. 


TWILIGHT 


Stilled by an inward peace, I wander forth 
When daylight dying among the western hills, 
Bids a serene farewell to stream and pool 
With sad pale kisses, and then passes on— 

A calm ecstatic passing! Then the dark 
Floats like a dusky dream upon the world 
And softens all things with a mystic touch. 
Man rests, and stars like shining angels watch 
The drowsy herd, the silent fields that lie 
Awed by the sense of night and endless space. 
Earth is so fair and man so infinite! 

Man who is Soul, Soul which is Love, thus—God | 
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I 
ON HEARING HADLEY’S “LUCIFER” 


I sat as one stunned by a great surprise: 
Before my feet there opened like a well 
A cavern that belched forth the fumes of Hell, 
And shrieked and echoed with diabolic cries. 
Anon, amid these wailings, groans and sighs, 
I heard a sound—like a cathedral bell 
Tolling in distant regions, till a swell 
Of that sweet chime rang clearly out. My eyes 
Were dazzled with the glory of the sun, 
And there appeared bright angels—mystic seven. 
With flaming swords in hand and flaming eyes, 
They cast their wrath about; war had begun 
With a stupendous noise—grim war in Heaven! 
I fainted with the sound that filled the skies. 
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II 
“ITALIA! ITALIA! E TUTTO IL MIO RICORDO” 


Could I but fill my cup with some rich wine, 
That made me live again within the past, 
And thus before I drained it to the last, 
The magic draught with potency divine 
Brought my young days before my wondering eyes. 
For they were spent in Italy . . . the first 
Of memories. I will then quench my thirst 
And gaze upon her warm translucent skies. 
I shall see Rome, the lofty Aventine 
With sun-bright palaces and tenuous towers; 
And Florence with the Arno serpentine, 
Bright with a thousand living happy flowers; 
And Venice—fairest city earth has seen, 
Guarding the Adriatic like a queen. 
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III 
SLEEP 


When stars are glowing in the dusky sky 
And summer’s sleepy fountains murmur low, 
My heart would dream and dream of long ago, 
And then, should God so will it, I could die! 
When clouds lit with the moon are drifting by, 
And lake and vale and hamlet here below, 
Suffused in pallid light like virgin snow 
Lie all about me, wearily I cry 
For realms of calm unconsciousness and rest, 
Where haunting thoughts and trials follow not 
To agonize and pain the long-sick mind. 
O my loved friend, am I not truly blest, 
When waking without earthly stain or spot, 
I greet the sunny hills, the morning wind? 
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IV 


In vesture, white as robe of novice nun, 
The valleys and the hills lie silence-bound. 
Bereft of life, of color and all sound, 
They plead in vain to the affrighted sun 
Who dares not flush the faintness of the sky, 
The ashen sadness that pervades the air. 
In vain! in vain! for all is hushed and bare, 
The only answer is a frozen sigh. 


And yet, these trees like folded angel wings 

Guard what is hidden deep beneath the snow. 
For though no bird in swelling rapture sings, 

And no branch greets the sunshine’s living glow, 
I feel the thrill of life each day the more, 
For Spring awaits, her lovely joys in store. 


[100 


101] 


Vv 


You came to me and praised me to my face; 
You said, “I like the lovely songs you sing, 
Your voice is soft and has a plangent ring.” 

You said, “The poems you write . . . such warmth, 

such grace!” 

O foolish flatterer! How can you think 
I do not know you think I am a fool, 

A dabbler in verse, a mawkish tool 

Of sentimental fancy? You may wink 

Your knowledge at your friends, I do not care 
For all the vain false flattery of men. 


I will take up my staff and climb the stair, 


And on the temple walls with my frail pen 
Write such a song as springs forth like a dart 
From poesy’s white flame within my heart! 


| VI 
TO WILLIAM WORDSWORTH 


O Wordsworth! great philosopher and seer, 
Thou dweller of the brooks and meads and skies, 
Lover of Nature! couldst thou but arise 
And sing once more thy song serene and clear. 
Great poet! Waiting long with fervent ear, 
Man who is born, and lives and loves and dies, 
Would know what his existence signifies, 
What has been meant by death, by pain, by fear. 


To live beneath the airy dome, the blue 
Swept by the living splendor of the sun 
And silvered by the pallid elfin moon, 
Was thy sage choice; ever to Nature true 
Thou hast thy course on earth serenely run, 
And giving of thy knowledge, died—too soon! 
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VII 


TO JOHN KEATS 


103] 


O youngest blossom of that glorious tree 
That bore the buds and then the full-blown flowers 
Of Shakespeare and of Milton, though thine hours 
Were cruelly broken off by Fate’s decree, — 
Thou hast sung strains, dear youth, that cannot be 
Food for Oblivion! Rest, O, rest in peace, 
For the delight of men will never cease 
In hearing all thy liquid melody! 


The sorrowing Seasons mourn thy spirit’s flight, 
Pale Dawn and Evening deck with shining tears 

The meads and groves. Calm lotus-lidded Night 
In silent grief her starlit mantle wears, 

And two young lovers, when the lilies sleep, 

Sit in the garden, hand in hand, and weep. 


VIII 
YOU WILL NOT BE THERE 


When I in stark reality shall lie 
Locked in the arms of grinning heartless Death, 
And feel upon my cheek his icy breath, 
And hear thin in my ear his summoning cry— 
I shall be all alone. Alone and small 
And pitiful and sick and sore beset 
With unknown fears. Then in my heart regret 
Shall creep. Removed from my despairing call 
You'll be that I so loved here upon earth. 
O, I will long for you close by my side, 
To go with me in laughter and proud mirth, 
Both unafraid into the Unknown Tide. 
God! you will not be there ....O, my dread 
plight! 
Alone amid the calm of endless night. 
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IX 


WRITTEN AFTER SEEING A PERFORMANCE 
OF HAMLET 


Once more I viewed the melancholy Dane 
Caught in the web of Fate, his fragile soul 
Willing but powerless to attain that goal 

The haunted face and eyes looked on in vain, 

Through those tense living hours I felt his pain, 
His unfulfilled desire and all his dole, 

And pity through the audience gently stole 

For Hamlet and the torture of his brain. 


O Shakespeare! who canst stir us with thy power, 
Yet in this day when poesy is dead, 
When men forget clear loveliness of thought, 
And gain and wealth are topics of the hour— 
I feel that genius is not learned but bred, 
And all my highest flights are less than nought. 
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Xx 


Flame-cleft yet pale and lovely was the west 
As we two met beneath the friendly shades 
Of fast-approaching night. The twilight glades 

Were mute as each to each our love confessed. 

Her cheek was pale as the translucent eve, 

And in-the summer-blue of starry eyes 
Love sat enthroned, and many were the sighs 

That parted the red lips I would not leave. 

O, God! I may have sinned, for I in haste 
Pressed my hot kisses on her mouth and she 

Gazed like a tired child upon the waste 
Of sea and sky around us, timidly 

She looked into my eyes and breathed, “TI trust,” 

And I? “My God shall we return to dust?” 
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XI 


I am so sick of living on the plain 
Where passions rage in turbulent despair, 
For there are light-crowned mountains where the 
air 
Is crystal clear. O, I would there remain 
Among gaunt peaks, the singing atmosphere 
Of altitudes where clearer thoughts arise, 
As glassy notes of cowbells through the skies 
Fall pure and dewlike on the listening ear. 


Then there would be some secret silent night 
Veiled by the moon, and all about would lie 
The mountains frozen in mysterious light, 
Set stark against the weird nocturnal sky. 
And on some lonely crag I would gaze far 
Through moonlit space and see one lovely. star. 
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XII 


At evening peace descends upon the earth, 
And with the dying fires of the spent sun 
The charm of elfin starshine has begun, 
And gives the infant night a glorious birth. 
The thrush lies silently within her nest, 
Faint cowslips gently nod lulled by a brook, 
Upon whose tranquil bosom I would look 
And see the mirrored pastures lying at rest. 
O! might there dwell such calm within my heart, 
My sense peace-dreaming in the moon’s white 
haze! 
Then could I truly my loved songs impart! 
Spirit of Life! may I with quiet eyes gaze 
Gently upon a scene of love and friends— 
A sense of inward peace when my day ends! 
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